II
"OF HIS COUNTRYMEN"
the most engaging—or do I mean enlivening?—attribute
of Washington is its sense of elbow-room. ... I know,
that is to say, exactly what I do mean but I cannot find
the exact adjective—the mot juste* It is the more annoying
in that I want to write about religious intolerance, consti-
tutions, and soils, and don't in the least at this moment
want to write about the characteristics of this city.
But before I can do anything else I have got to discover
why it is that one always feels gay as soon as one sets foot in
the District of Columbia. One feels, as I have said, gay in
Avignon and in New York and on crossing the Mason and
Dixon Line. . . . What, then, unites those localities? New
York and Washington are both cosmopolitan. . . . But the
last thing you could concede to Manhattan is elbow-room,
and in Avignon there is even less. On the other hand,
New York is no sort of administrative city which Avignon
is because of the Palace of the Popes. . . , And New York
is cosmopolitan . . . which Washington eminently isn't.
. . . And Washington is not full of sharks . . . which
Avignon unfortunately is.
So I sit in my sitting-room in my Washington hotel,
surrounded by my travelling library of reference and all
the maps and guides to these parages that I have been able
to get hold of . . - and don't know where I stand. . . .
Because nothing is so distracting as not being able to get
hold of the adjective that you want.
My sitting-room is a just anywhere sort of sitting-room—
and insurpassably quiet . . . with the sort of quiet that
not even a San Remo earthquake could disintegrate. And
exceedingly moderate in price. There is no view to distract
one. A white house wall pierced with windows confronts
me, and far down below are the tops of trees. Washington
resembles London in that it contains no street from which
you cannot see a tree, and it is Eke Paris in the great number
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